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XXXVIII. BEOWULF BEHOLDETH THE
TREASURE AND PASSETH AWAY.

THEN heard I that swiftly the son of that
Weohstan                                                2751

After   this   word-say   his   lord   the   sore

wounded,

Battle-sick, there obeyed, and bare forth his ring-
net,

His battle-sark woven, in under the burg-roof;
Saw then victory-glad as by the seat went he,
The kindred-thane moody, sun-jewels a many,
Much glistering gold lying down on the ground.
Many wonders on wall, and the den of the Worm,
The   old  twilight-flier;   there  were  flagons   a-
standing,                                                         2759

The vats of men bygone, of brighteners bereft,
And maim'd of adornment; was many an helm
Rusty and old, and of arm-rings a many
Full cunningly twined.    All lightly, may treasure,
The gold in the ground, every one of mankind
Befool with overweening, hide it who will.
Likewise he saw standing a sign there all-golden
High over the hoard, the most of hand-wonders,
With  limb-craft belocked,  whence light a ray

gleamed,
Whereby the den's ground-plain gat he to look on,